

My Wife Teased me in my Diapers!

The smells of dinner permeated the air. The clink of dishes and the delightful noises of a dedicated wife hard at work filled the house with the love she put into every meal. Janet was a doting partner and put every bit of herself into the meals she created. Today was no exception as she turned a wonderful roast, peas, carrots and steamed sprouts out into serving dishes. It was just the two of them, but that was no excuse for a lack of decorum.

Janet's full figure swayed as she hummed a song and made her way to the kitchen’s back door. She saw the light on in the workshed outside and smiled warmly.

“Terry dear, dinner,” She said sweetly, using a saccharine tone. There were hints of maternal warning in the voice, the stern tone only a mother could manage.

Janet heard the sounds of tapping wood emanating from Terry's shed. She tried not to pry in his business out there because that was his private space and she wanted him to have that little bit of sanctity. Since she’d accidentally spied his secrets within the shed sometime prior, she knew what went on in there, but still kept that distance. Besides, if Janet wanted to see Terry in diapers, she only had to put him in them herself.

“Terry,” She said, letting the warning tone creep into her voice as she approached the door. The tapping stopped, paused for a moment, then started back up with a hesitant cadence.

“I’m going to count to three,” Janet said firmly as she crossed her arms before the door and began to tap her foot. This normally got his attention.

“Two minutes Mommy, I promise!” Terry replied. She smiled as she heard the term of endearment.

“Okay, I’ll keep your food warm, but remember, good little boys are on time,” she said , and then walked away. Terry peeked from behind a white curtain with little duckies over it to watch as she left. He loved watching her from behind. It stirred him.

Their sex life had gone from boring and sparse, to flavorful and fulfilling. A happenstance of her discovering his secret, shameful desire to be diapered and treated like a little baby had turned into a veritable wonderland of playful lust. He'd been transformed from a doting husband into a petulant child for his motherly wife – mostly in the bedroom, but sometimes even out of it.

It started simple, some light discipline, a little roleplay. His Mommy was the best at punishing naughty little boys. He chuckled as his lips caressed the soft rubber of his binkie. Terry's tongue swirled over its soft tip, bringing to mind a simpler time, nursing, and warm milk. He thought of experiencing that with Janet, turning her into the real mommy that she was always meant to be. In a way it was an unfair transformation.

A single moment of passion between them could round her belly, fill her breasts and bring to reality his image of her. He so badly wanted to find that one moment that could transform him into the baby he wanted to be. Despite it all, the thought of being cradled in her arms with a warm bottle at his lips was enough.

Or so Terry had thought, until he saw the woodcut patterns for sale on one of the ABDL forums he was on for an adult-sized crib. Suddenly thoughts of mommy tucking him into bed in his crib with his favorite blanky with the trucks on it as she soothingly rubbed his belly…then lower… bubbled in his mind.

He’d broached the topic with her at dinner a few weeks ago and her eyes simmered with the slow-burning flame of lust at the thought of it.

“I love the idea, but are you a big enough boy to build it?” Janet asked, batting her beautiful soft lashes at him.

He'd nodded eagerly. He wanted the crib and knew just the wood he wanted to use and the paint he wanted on it. He thought of a powder blue enamel , glossy and soft, lead-free of course. He had already picked the design for the headboard, a delightful cutout of a waning moon, symbolic of the night-times it was meant for.

He’d bought all the materials for it and worked hard to cut out the pieces, one at a time. He followed every instruction, because it had to be perfect. There was no other option.

He was so absorbed in his work that evening that he barely heard his wife, and it wasn’t until he heard her maternal tones that he bided his time and guiltily waited to hear ‘mommy’s stern voice.’

Terry had promised her it would only be two minutes, but he knew that it’d be a few more. He lost himself in his work for even longer than he'd estimated, though, and scrambled into the house guiltily. His puppy-dog eyes looked to her sheepishly. The table was set, but only her plate was prepared. In his place sat a small Tupperware bowl with the lid on.

“You’re late. What a bad little boy you are, leaving Mommy to wait around like this,” she said sternly. Her arms were crossed, toe was tapping, and the look in her eyes sent a twinge of lust through him like lightning.

“I’m.. I’m not a bad boy, Mommy,” He said with a quivering lip. “I'm your good boy.”

“Oh you’re nearly twenty minutes late! You told Mommy two,” Janet reminded him. “We’re going to have to work on your counting, aren’t we?”

“Yes mommy,” He said, skirting towards her to find his seat at the table. He stared at it with concern.

“Big boys get to feed themselves, and you’re not a big boy right now,” She said sternly.

He could feel his skin pricking and tingling with delight. Terry couldn't help feeling a little guilty, but he loved this side of Mommy when she was upset.

“No mommy! I’m a big boy tonight,” he promised, his eyes wide with delight. Her lips twisted into a delightful smirk.

“Nooo, you’re a bad little boy,” She said as she moved to take the bowl from the table.

He noticed that she moved her plate away, too.

“Bad little boys don’t get to feed themselves. Bad little boys don’t get to wear underpants. Little babies need extra care,” she said as she walked to the hall closet.

In a matter of seconds, Janet had brought out his duckie covered diaper bag. She’d had it made for him, big enough to handle a big bottle of powder, and several of the large blue stretchy-waisted pampers.

His breath caught in his throat as she placed the bag on the chair and went to work on him. He was in his favorite overalls, a blue and white pinstriped corduroy. He liked them because his pacifier clipped to the bib. They fit the theme of his little baby workshop.

Mommy's fingers were no stranger to their buttons, working over him with deft quickness. He felt the weight of the things in his pockets tug them down as the strap slithered free of her fingers and hit the floor around his ankles.

He was wearing underwear that day, albeit softer briefs with a cartoon character on them. He liked the little secret reminders of his life hidden in plain sight. One thinly veiled sheet of denim or khaki in Terry's daily job was the only thing between him and his secret life. It comforted him.

“Oh, someone’s wearing the puppy pants today,” She said with a soft coo before tugging them down slowly. He felt the cool breeze wafting across his groin and buttocks.

“Yes, mommy. I wike them the most-est,” Terry said with a pouting lower lip.

“I thought you liked the kitty ones,” Janet mused, as she pushed Terry back onto the dining room table.

His butt hit the cool edge of the table and he didn’t resist her, sliding up and back across their decorative plastic tablecloth. It crinkled delightfully beneath him, reminding him of what was to come. His cock was twitching to life at the prospect of it. She needed to act soon, or he’d be hard and it would be nearly impossible to diaper him then.

The sound of the gentle crinkle of her unfolding the diaper met Terry's ears, her fingers rustling soft plastic as the sharp sound of Velcro slowly peeled back to reveal the open form of his padded prison to come. His breath caught in his throat and he lifted his legs for her with shaken composure. Janet tsked softly as she looked over him and hoisted his legs to slip the open diaper beneath his bottom.

“Oh, someone’s gonna be a soggy butt if I don’t give him sprinkles,” Janet chuckled as she shook the powder bottle at him. His legs, already up in the air spread to generously display himself before her.

She shook the bottle with gentle squeezes, sending the dusting of fragrant powder raining down over his cock, balls and buttocks. He cooed with delight.

“Mommy it tickles!” He said before squirming a little, feeling the fine dusting of powder tickle over him. He’d shaven just for the occasion to feel more authentic, the bareness of soft skin and fresh powder as the crush of fine plastic and padding wrapped around him.

“Hmm, does this tickle?” Janet asked, with a happy chuckle as she rubbed her hand over the padding that she slid up over his groin into place. He could feel the crush of it crinkle and glide over his thickening member and had to disguise his whimper of pleasure into a gurgling coo.

Terry heard the stretch of plastic elastic and the cinched tickle of the sealed elastic cutting him off from the pleasure, but bringing a new one as his stiffening cock came to full mast, restricted by padding and the gentle crinkling rub of his Mommy’s hand.

“Mommy, can we have bedtime and cummies later?” Terry asked, his breath wavering.

“We’ll see after baby finishes his dinner,” Mommy replied, as she let her hand travel further up over his diaper, to his belly and up around his neck. She pulled something quietly from her diaper bag. It was a giant bib, one fit for his size and it buttoned in back behind Terry's head, no cheap Velcro on it that would make his neck all itchy. Goosebumps rose across his flesh as his mommy’s warm fingers worked gently at the nape of his neck to make sure it was perfectly in place.

He loved the feeling of his mommy’s fingers touching him, giving him loving attention. He wanted to touch her hand, to brush his fingers over hers, but she was quick when he reached up and snatched his hand into hers. He felt a soft cloth on his hand, looking up.

Is mommy washing my hands before din-din?

He froze as he saw what she was tugging over him, blue terry-cloth mitts that matched his bib, tied with a white ribbon. Her strong hands reached for his other hand and entombed him in the dreaded baby’s mitt. The thick fabric meant that Terry could barely move his fingers within, and he whined in confusion and frustration.

“But mommy, how can I eat the yummy dinner you made for me if I have these?” He said, looking up and flexing his mitted hands.

“You just have to try hard like a big boy,” Janet said, before tugging him free of the table.

“Hmm, maybe we need to get you a highchair,” She said in passing as he took a seat while she wiped down the table for dinner. Perhaps a changing table would be in order, later, but for now she placed the covered bowl in front of him with a rubber-tipped spoon. Janet opened it to reveal the same dinner that she had lovingly plated for him earlier, but cut into tiny pieces, fit for a baby to spoon and pick into his mouth. He was delighted to see the feast she’d prepared for him and his eyes lit up when she put a sippy cup of milk right beside him.

She sat with her own plate and smiled as she took a bite of roast as he finagled a spoon with his mittens to scoop a few morsels of dinner onto his spoon.

“Ew, bristle sprouts, yucky,” Terry said as he fumbled and dropped the spoon.

“Brussel sprouts, dear. BRUSS-EL,” She said with a stern look, “And we eat all of ours sprouts, like a big boy.”

“NOT A BIG BOY,” He pouted.

“Of course not,” She sighed as she leaned over to pick up the spoon and scooted her chair closer to him.

She scooped up a mouthful of only Brussel sprouts and held the spoon right to his mouth where he pinched his lips together and turned his head.

“Nuh-uh!” He said sharply.

“Yes-huh,” She said, putting her foot down as she moved the spoon to meet his turning head.

As an adult, Terry loved her Brussel sprouts, but now… She wondered if it was part of the game and she looked genuinely hurt.

“Mommy…don’t be sad,” He said as he pushed his face forward and took the bite of chopped up sprouts and chewed. Bits and crumbles fell over his lips as he chewed and smacked with happy noises.

“Yummy mommy. Mommy makes nasty sprouts taste the best,” he said, making her sadness fade away into that of delight.

Janet took advantage of Terry's open mouth to give him a bite of peas and chopped carrots, delighted to watch him chew as she fed him bite by bite, mixing in pieces of the roast until he shook his head.

“No mommy, full,” He said, taking his sippy cup awkwardly in his slippery mittens to sip at it. He was saving room for it, delicious milk as it caressed his tongue. He sighed happily and shifted in his seat, surprised to find that his diaper was growing wet… He had started relieving himself without even thinking about it!

There was talk on the forums about ‘unpotty’ training yourself, and he had thought it was a myth or something only those with the right willpower could achieve. Said people were highly revered in the community, but here he was, having his first unpotty trained moment! It was magic, the tingling sensation, the lack of realization until the warmth set in. His expression went from surprise to relief.

Janet watched Terry's surprise, then relief as he stopped sipping on his milk.

“Are you using your diaper right now?” She asked, skeptical.

“Yes mommy,” He said softly, letting a giggle and smirk cross his lips.

“… Have you been using your diaper this entire time!?” She asked, gasping a little with surprise. He nodded happily.

“Oh you dirty boy…” She said, reaching down to feel the soggy mass of his diaper, moving it over his groin.

“I’m not dirty, mommy,” He said with a soft pout, but she didn’t stop. Her hand caressed the padding over his groin and knew she was caressing his cock beneath.

“Ohh, you’ve wet it pretty bad,” She said with a chuckle as her hands moved around the elastic with slow and deliberate touches. Her fingers roved to the leg bands, delved just beneath the elastic and she traced it around the side of his leg with a little tug to snap it sharply back into place.

“No mommy, it’s not too bad,” He whined, relishing her soothing touches.

“But I still have to check,” She said as she descended to her knees before him and tugged the waistband of the diaper down to check the situation.

His damp warm confines were violated by a cool breeze. It tickled over the hardened mass of him and her eyes lit with a fire as she inspected the state of moisture within his crinkly prison.

It felt so good, so warm, save for the breach of air across the tip of his peeking cock. She smiled down at it and cooed.

“Aww, he’s happy to say hello,” She said with a giggle.

“He wants to make cummies, mommy,” Terry hinted, unsubtly.

“I bet he does.”

She gently tucked the waistband of his diaper back into place and stood, looking to him with a warm expression.

“Mommy gonna change me?” He asked, pouting.

“No, I think you’re fine for a while.”

Her hands grasped his and she tugged him up to a standing position. His legs were nearly numb from him sitting so still for her, frozen in trembling awe at how she was treating him, and it made him feel all the more clumsy when he walked flat-footed behind her, the soggy drooping crotch of his diaper swishing below him as he briskly stepped in tow with her.

Janet tugged on Terry's wrist, smiling as they wound their way toward their bedroom. He eyed the large empty corner they’d rearranged for, so he could have his crib. He really wished it was there already so she could read him a bedtime story and give him some belly rubs as he went to sleep for the night.

She pushed him back onto the bed and cuddled up next to him, smiling as she rubbed a hand over his chest and playfully hummed a soft tune to him.

“Did my little boy have a good dinner?” She asked.

“Yes mommy, it was tasty, the tastiest,” He giggled.

“And are you going to listen to mommy when she says you have to come in for dinner?”

Terry thought about it, pensive, “No!”

She gave a playful gasp.

“You’re terrible! Naughty boys get punished; you know?”

He giggled, “I know mommy! I’m the worstest.”

“Yes, you are,” She giggled as she leaned over to rub her nose to his. He inhaled deeply and sighed. He loved looking at her, seeing her doting over him. She was such a good Mommy to him, it was almost a shame they hadn't planned to have biological children. Terry shivered with excitement as he imagined her with a rounded belly and full, milky breasts...

While he was distracted, Janet's hand trailed down his chest then, to his belly where she rubbed in slow circles, inching her fingers painfully slower and lower with each round of motion until the telltale brush of plastic met his ears and senses. He cooed in delight and gasped when her hand finally came to a soft rest atop the bulge of his groin. He could feel himself growing wetter, and strangely, while he was hard! It was an odd sensation, but it only served to make him more aroused, twitching.

His cock strained at the plastic and not for the first time he really wished he’d bought a size larger of diaper to accommodate instances just as this, but he liked the security of having a good leg seal to keep everything in.

“Are you ready for cummies?” Janet asked finally.

He nodded, pouting as she continued to tease over his stiffness within. Then, just as gently, her hand left his groin.

He whimpered, scared to feel her leave.

“No mommy!” He pouted.

She reached her hand over to the post of the bed and it was then he realized that she had something tucked behind there. He didn’t realize what it was at first, but then his eyes went wide.

They’d been on a date to the zoo a few months before and he saw a mother and child, walking not hand in hand, but tethered by Velcro straps wrist to wrist with a cord between them. It was one of those that Janet pulled from behind the bedpost, and it was not her wrist she intended to attach it to, just his, and she tightened it onto him and straightened his arm back and out.

She shifted to his other arm, reaching for it with a soft smile as she wickedly tugged his arm straight and fastened the Velcro to his wrist there, too. He tugged it experimentally. It was not so tight that he couldn’t tug his way out if so he chose, but it wasn’t loose enough to easily slip free of.

The warmth of her body left his side and he found his curled up legs being tugged straight, one leg, then the next. The familiar feeling of the Velcro and strap came into place over each of his legs.

“This ought to hold you still and keep you from squirming,” Janet said with a pleasant sigh before running her hands up his legs. His skin was so soft from all her tender care of him, baby oil and lotion. It added to the enrichment of the scenario, tactility, softness, care.

“I’m going to teach you to be a good boy,” She said as she went to her nightstand where she kept her ‘mommy toys’ that he wasn’t allowed to play with.

The most notable of his toys was what she called a ‘magic wand.’ The hitachi magic wand, while innocuous by design, noted two different speeds; ‘sleeping on the couch’, and ‘divorce.’ He’d bought it for her, himself, back when he thought it was only a back massager and was innocent in the ways of women to some degree. That night, she’d showed him what the real use of it could be, and it brought a special intimacy between them. Before she’d discovered his foray into the world of ABDL, she’d put a fair number of miles on it without him.

“What is mommy going to do with her magic wand?” He asked.

“Oh, mommy is going to cast a spell on you to make cummies,” She said as she plugged the device in and flipped the switch that made it hum threateningly to life.

“Ohh, mommy that sounds fun!” Terry said excitedly, as she lowered the wand slowly to touch against the soggy mass of his groin. It hummed to life on contact and he felt the strangest swimming feeling coming through his diaper. He gasped, the illusion breaking as his baby voice cracked to reveal the man within, moaning softly.

“Shh,” She said as she reached her hand down to rub over his belly, pulling the wand away.

“That’s not mommy’s little baby,” She cooed as he squirmed and panted.

“I am mommy’s little baby!” He declared, as she brought the wand down again. It was intense. The sensation ground out over his cock, inching up and down to the tune of her motion. She’d never used it on him before, but even the tickle of the cord moving over his leg as she ran the thing over the bulge of his cock felt sensual in its own way.

“How little of a baby are you?” She asked.

“I’m vewwy widdle,” He said, putting on the thickest baby voice he could, trying to hold composure and focus on the infant he was supposed to be.

“Mhm,” She said with a soft coo.

“Tell me how good of a ‘widdle man’ you are,” She said with a languid roll to her voice.

“Am the widdlest… Mommy pwease, I’m gonna go number three!” he said, gasping as he pushed his groin up into the touch of her slowly roaming toy.

“Number what?” She giggled.

“When I make cummies! NUMBER THREE!” He panted, choking on his breath as she continued the dirge.

He bucked and squirmed against her, letting his breath grow haggard and strained.

“Oh f- f-,” he started but she pulled the toy away just at the time.

“Were we about to say a naughty word?” Janet asked, putting on her playful stern expression. Terry was tugging at his restraints and shaking, hearing the soft pop of elastic and the crunch of his diaper between his legs. The wetness within rubbed back over his cock and it felt so reaffirming, so good, thrilling.

She pressed the toy into the bulk of his diaper once more, starting lower, closer to his balls. The sensation there was jarring and the breath was wheezed free of his lungs. The feeling was too much, too intense, too far and as soon as it had started, it was over as he roved the toy up higher, then back down lower, gaining teasingly close to his sensitive orbs once more.

“Please mommy! I wanna do cummies,” He announced, begging for it as she teased the toy over the tip of his cock in a slow circle near his waistband.

“Hmm, my little man almost said a dirty word, so I don’t think I’m going to let you,” She said with a humph of breath.

She pulled the toy from him then, watching him quiver and squirm to himself.

“If I hear another dirty word, I’m going to have to give you a binkie,” She said sternly.

He made strong eye contact with her, daring her to do so. He wanted the binkie. He could almost taste the soft latex between his teeth.

“But mommy, I want to say ‘fuck,’” he said proudly.

She took the buzzing end of the wand, pressed it into where the tip of his cock should have been. He howled with pleasure and overstimulation as she held it, turned her body, and reached for her nightstand to pull free a binkie. She popped it into his open mouth and withdrew the toy to watch him bite down and suckle over the thing desperately.

“No more dirty words coming from that potty mouth. Mommy’s gonna wash your mouth out with soap after we have some more fun,” She announced before clicking the wand off and shimmying free of her pants, then shirt. She looked over his restrained form, his soggy diaper. She could tell the toy was wearing away the integrity of the absorbent material within. A few more minutes of buzzing the toy over his erection and she’d just be running the wand over plastic, almost straight against his cock.

She swung her hips over him, straddling the gushy cushion of his wet diaper. It felt warm and strange against her and she rubbed her groin against him. She kind of liked the feeling of the crinkle between her and his cock. She shuddered with delight and brought the wand down between them as she situated the toy to the exact spot it needed to be on her.

“Does my baby wanna make cummies now?” She asked, cooing with delight.

He nodded emphatically. The binkie had silenced him. He muffled around it and suckled fervently, trying to withhold making any of the stronger noises that would break his immersion. His wife, so maternal, her hips so full, thighs so plump, smiling down at him endearingly while her pussy rubbed down over him through the bulk of his diaper was too much. Terry could feel himself building rapidly. The vibrations sent pleasure riveting through him.

He could see his Mommy's intense focus growing. Her eyes were hooded, losing that edge to them as her pleasure overcame her. He knew her body. He had grown with her, been the focus of her life since the day they’d met. He knew that sultry strange look in her eyes, knew she was close to her apex. He wanted to watch her, to drop the façade for just a moment, to bathe in pleasure as he watched her staring at him sucking on his binkie, restrained to her bed while her vibrator drove the both of them insane.

She was so close. He released himself, let the pleasure take him. He didn’t have enough focus to keep himself silent. He couldn’t sit still. He wanted to feel the wet squishiness encircle his cock, the intense buzzing, the motion of her body against his.

I have the best Mommy in the world.

My Mommy is so good to let me make cummies like this.

My Mommy loves me so much.

His thoughts overwhelmed him.

Janet panted in sharp breaths, moving her hips over him in jerky strokes. She wanted more, she wanted better. Her heart was racing and she could feel the static like lightning crawling down her midsection, snaking its way in a winding tingle to the tenderness of her bud. She moved her hand to the body of the wand, flicked her thumb and squealed with delight as the vibrations doubled in intensity, driving the lightning home.

Her head threw back as her glorious locks of hair spilled over her back and shoulders. Her breasts, packaged in her conservative lacy bra pushed out with the sway of her arched back, and her belly danced to the twitch and tune of an orgasm that swam through her body like liquid fire.

Just like when he had wet his diaper, he’d gotten distracted, lost in all of the wonderful things around him and lost his restraint just then and cried out, letting his binkie fall free of his lips as he felt his cock erupt in oversensitive spurts, flooding his diaper up to the waistband with slick spurt after spurt of his cum.

“Mommy I’m making cummies!” he announced, heaving harsh breaths as his chest rose and fell. There was nothing that could take this beautiful moment from him. She clicked the speed slower as her hips rocked over his to feel the orgasm slowly ebb away.

When it finally clicked off, she leaned forward over him, locking her arms to his sides, straight-elbowed and gave a haggard rough breath.

“You’re a dirty little boy, you know that?” She said, grinning down to him as she teased her hips in a slow circle over him. His cock was rubbing bare to plastic now, squishing around the soggy remnants of the diaper and his own cum.

“I’m a soggy butt,” He giggled, squirming beneath her as she lifted herself free. His diaper looked flattened at the top, the bulk of it having squished down around his balls. It was an interesting sensation to say the least.

“Tell mommy thank you so I can let you down,” She said with a giggle. He watched over the wet spot on the front of her panties.

“My mommy gives the bestest cummies. Thank you mommy,” He cooed as she tore at the Velcro to let his restrained wrists move free. He sat up, watching over her with a breathy sigh. She was really and truly the best.

“Mommy?” He asked.

“Hmm?” She said as she looked over to him.

“I wuv you,” He said with a soft smile before walking over to give her a tender kiss, lingering over her lips before moving to her ear to whisper.

“Wanna change me before we go to bed?”

Janet chuckled, and rolled her eyes. She would have to change him, or else he'd leak in the bed. And then she'd have to punish him again.

And what a chore that would be.

THE END
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